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from the front. There was no choice but to agree. Hanlon,
assisted by one man, was set in the centre of the desperate
bunch of men, four of them walking with their faces towards
their goal, and three walking backwards as a rear-guard, all
with their weapons at the ready.
They came suddenly to the edge of a steep rift worn by
a narrow torrent in which about twenty blacks were con-
cealed. The surprise was mutual, and as the white men
paused the aborigines dashed up the declivity, only giving
their enemies time for one hurried volley. Six blacks fell,
but the remainder came unhesitatingly on and attacked hand
to hand. The convicts gradually gained the ascendancy,
their heavy clubbed muskets proving more effective weapons
than the waddies of their opponents, who began to fall back
with a view to reforming for a new assault. The whites took
immediate advantage of the lull, reloaded their muskets and,
with a single murderous volley, turned the cautious retreat
into a panic rush for the cover of the nearest rocks, leaving
thirteen dead or wounded* Of the convicts Shaw had been
killed, and flanlon had taken a severe wound on the head.
The remainder had no alternative but to rush for the place
of vantage which Roberts had selected, dragging Hanlon
with them.
They had scarcely time to post themselves in positions to
repel attacks, when the aborigines, screaming with fury and
cries of vengeance, rushed upon them. The desperate men
stood steady and with a carefully aimed volley brought down
several of the attackers. There was an instant's pause, and
then the remainder sprang forward, and in a few moments
a wild hand-to-hand battle was in progress. The convict
band set themselves back to the rock and crashed at the
blacks with their clubbed guns.
Rashleigh found himself facing four stout blacks, and
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